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would in my judgment be effaced by the excitement
of the theatre.   The men laughed at my idea as if I
had said something singular.    Their wives, however,
seemed to feel that there was some truth in what I
said.    'You are right, Herr Pastor,' cried one lady
from the other side of the room.    'You are right.
We have far too much noise on Sunday, too much
theatre going, and too much public-house going, but
our priests have not taught us any better.7    I said
that I had conversed with many of the priests on that
subject,  and though they did not see their way to
break in upon  present   customs,  yet there was  a
general desire among them to see a better observance
of Sunday, as a day of rest and worship.    This is
really the case with some of the most Ultramontane,
I declined to go to the theatre, but I agreed to attend
the banquet, which was really a part of the proceed-
ings of the Congress.    On our way to the Gurzenich,
after dinner, my friends proposed a visit to a cafe.
This place was full of people chinking beer and coffee
and playing cards.    My lessons as yet had but little
effect   A gentleman took a pack of cards from his
pocket, and addressing me as Herr Pastor, asked if he
would have the pleasure of a game with me.    < No,
my friend,' I said.    <No, I have come here purely
to see how you spend your Sunday, but to play cards
with you is too much,'     I  intimated the probable
presence of an individual who was so troublesome to
Luther that the Eeformer once aimed an inkstand at
his head.

I have never seen the customs of the two countries
come so thoroughly in collision as during tlic meet-